74                  THE STARS MONUMENT.
1 This lyre is cast across the dusty way,
The common path that common men pursue ;
I crave like blessing for my shadowy lay, Life's trodden paths with beauty to renew,
And cheer the eve of many a toil-stained day. Light it, old sun, wet it, thou common dew,
That 'neath men's feet its image still may be
While yet it waves above them, living lyre, like thee I
But even as the Poet spoke, behold He lifted up his face toward the sky ;
The ruddy sun dipt under the grey wold,
His shadowy lyre was gone; and, passing by,
The woodman lifting up his shears, was bold Their temper on those branches twain to try,
And all their loveliness and leafage sweet
Fell in the pathway, at the Poef s feet.
4 Ah ! my fair emblem that I chose/ quoth he,
' That for myself I coveted but now, Too soon, methinks, thou hast been false to me ;
The lyre from pathway fades, the. light from browa Then straightway turned he from it hastily,
As dream that waking sense will disallow ; And while the highway heavenward paled apace, He went on westward to his dwelling-place.